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The History oj King Lai. 

glo.l fcruc you Madacn,your Graces are right welcome. 

Enter Kent, and Steward. 

Steward.G ood eueu to thee friend, art of the houfe ? 

Kent. I. 

Steward.Whert may we fet our horfes ? 

Kent. In the mire. 

£mv.Prethee if thou loue me,tell me. 

JCc»r.Iloue thee not. 

Stew. Why then I care nor for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsburj pinfold, I would make thee care 
for me. 

5rw.Why doft thou vfe me thus? 1 know theenot. 
Kent.Ve\\o$ I know thee. 

■frw.What doft thou know me for j? 

Kent. h. knaue, a rafcall, an eater of broken meates, a bafe, 
proud, fhallow,beggerly, three fliewted hundred pound, filthy 
worfted ftocken knaue, a lilly liucr’d action taking knaue, a 
whorefon glaflc-gazing fuperfinicall rogue, one trunke inheri- 
ting flaue.one that would’ftbe a baud in way of good feruice,# 
art nothing but the compofition ofaknaue,begger, coward, 
pander,and the fonne and heire of a mungrell bitch,whom I will 
beate into clamorous whining, if thou deny the leaft Tillable of 
the addition. 

Stew. What a monftrous fellow art thon, thus to raile on one 
that’s neither knowne of thee.nor knowes thee. 

Kent. What a brazen fac’ft varlet art thou,to deny thou know- 
eft me, is it two daies agoe fince I beate thee, and tript vp thy 
heeles before the King ? draw you rogue.for though jt be night 
the Moon (bines, ile make a fop of the Moone-ftiine a’you,draw 
you whorefon cullyonly barber-mungtr,draw. 

Stew. Away, 1 haue nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw you rafcall, you bring Letters againft the King,# 
*ake Vanity the puppets part, againft the royalty of her father, 
draw you rogue, or ile fo carbonado your (hankes,drawyo u ra ‘" 

* call, come your wayes. 

Sfw.Helpe.ho.murthe^helpc. 
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The Hlpry of King Lear, 

Kent. Strike you flaue, ftand rogue, ftand you ncate flaue, 

ftl 5rw.Helpe,ho,murther,helpe. 

Enter Edmund with bis Rapier dr awne, Glocefter, the 
‘Disks and Dutchejfe. 

•Ba/lMovt now, what’s the matter ? - 

Ken . With you goodman boy, and you pleafe come,ile fleam 

you, come on yong matter. 

' Weapons, atmes, what s the matter here . 

iX-.Keepe peace vpon your liues,he dies that ftrikes agarne, 

what’s the matter? , , „ 

J?f^.The meflengers from our lifter, and the King. 

Duke. What’s your difference,fpeake ? 

Stew. 1 am fcarfe in breath my Lord. ; 

Kewr.No maruaile you haue fo beftird your valour, y 

wardlv rafcall, nature difclaimes in thee, a Taylor made thee. 
Duke Thou art a ftrange fellow, a Taylour make a man. 

Kent . I, a taylour fir, a Stone-cutter, or a Painter could not 
haue made him io ill, though he had bene but two houres at the 
trade. 

G/^.Speake yet,how grew your quarrell ? , 

Smv.This ancient ruffian fir, whole life I haue fpardatfute 

of his gray-beard. _ j 

KextJThou whorefon Zed,thou vnnecefTary letter, my Lord 
if you will giue me leaue.I will tread this vuboulted villaine in- 
to morter, and daube the wals ofalaques with him j fparemy 
gray-beard you wagtaile? 

Duke. Peace fir,you beaftly knaue you haue no rcucrcnce. 

Kent. Yes fir,buc anger has a priuiledge. 

Duke . Why art thou angry ? 

Kent .That fuch a flaue as this (hould weare a fword, 

That weares no honcfty,fuch fmiling rogues as thefe. 

Like Rats oft bite thofe cordes inrwaine, 

Which are to intrench, to inloofefmootheucry paflios 

That in the natmes oftheir Lords rebcll, 
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